


Happy

by d.llamb



Category: Hunger Games
Genre: Hurt-Comfort, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Annie C., Finnick O., Katniss E., Prim E.
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-10 07:13:16
Updated: 2016-04-15 20:39:57
Packaged: 2016-04-27 19:41:23
Rating: T
Chapters: 2
Words: 2,361
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: A series of events brings two high schoolers, Annie Cresta and Finnick Odair, together. But will they be able to overcome their dark pasts and find true happiness in each other? High school AU.





	1. Chapter 1

**Some potentially necessary information you can probably skip**

**Most of the characters are 15-17 (Annie 15 sophomore; Finnick 16 junior; Glimmer, Marvel, Clove, Cato, Katniss, Thresh, Peeta, Madge, etc.)**

**Gale= 18 senior. Prim, Rue=12. Other characters from _CF _like Gloss, Cashmere, Johanna, etc. will be in college (if I decide to even include them)**

**Some characters might be a bit OOC since they're not trying to rebel against the capitol and what not. **

**Everything is told from Annie's pov, first-person, in the style of the ****_Hunger Games _****books.**

**Also, this is a request for a hunger games high school AU. :D**

**_Disclaimer:_** I don't own the Hunger Games.

* * *

><p><strong><span>One<span>**

_There he is._

Finnick Odair.

Lovely as the day I first met him, if not lovelier with the way his blonde hair frames his perfect face. I mentally berate myself for the use of that word, _it's such a cheesy word, _but it's the first thing that comes to mind whenever I see him, which has been more often than not lately. Not that I've been intentionally running into him; it just keeps happening. In the hallways and, most of all, in Our Spot.

I avoid eye contact with him as I shove books into my backpack. Not that he'd be looking at me; _he probably doesn't even remember you, silly girl._

I do not like Finnick.

Everyone else does, _well, _almost everyone. Katniss loathes him, but her reasons for hating him are valid. I should probably hate him too, but I can't find it in me to hate anyone anymore.

My backpack twice as heavy as before with the weight of my books, I scurry to my last class of the day, algebra II.

I drum my fingers against the desk. Stop. Drum. Stop. _Stop it, Annie. _I sit on my hand; my knees bounce up and down as I listen to Mr. Abernathy drone on about cosine and something else. Having missed almost three weeks of school because of the accident, I still have a lot of catching up to do. But I'm so far behind the thought of even trying overwhelms me. My teachers have been understanding though, which I guess is nice.

The final bell rings.

Outside, the fresh air reminds me why I love being outdoors. A sense of relief washes over me, _it's finally the weekend. _I've survived my first full week of classes since starting my sophomore year of high school. _It's been a month already, can you believe it? _I can't. A month since the accident, though it seems like it's been much longer.

Katniss bumps into my shoulder. "What's up, soldier?" she asks.

My face twitches. "It could've been worst."

"At least it's Friday." She grins. "Any plans for the weekend?"

I shake my head. _Liar._

"Wanna come over? Prim is going to try out this new recipe tonight, some apple crisp thing that's probably delicious. We can finish watching re-runs of _Lost_?"

I shake my head again, _habit. _"My grandmother…wants me to come home tonight. I think she wants to eat dinner with me."

"Oh," Katniss replies. Disappointment paints her pretty features. "Maybe tomorrow?"

"Maybe tomorrow," I echo. "I'll text you. I'm walking home so I'll see you later."

She gives me another smile; it's wide, fake. I feel sorry for her, having to pretend she still likes me. Having to pretend she's still my friend. _The old you maybe, _but the new me not so much. No one really likes the new me. Even me.

The new me lies. I'm not really going home tonight. Well, I'm going home eventually today, but tonight I'm going to Our Spot. There's a bridge that got replaced by a newer bridge, so no one uses it anymore; it crosses a small creek, the closest thing to a body of water we have around here. I've been going here since the accident, spending my time beneath the bridge, on the soft green grass. I'm not the only one who goes their now though.

In my defense, I started coming here first. It was My Spot.

Then _he_ showed up. One day, someone sat beneath my bridge, _twisting, tying _a knot with the straps of his backpack. But there was no way I was going to give up My Spot to my high school's Mr. Congeniality, Finnick Odair, so I named it Our Spot and kept my distance from him.

This name only exists in my head. We don't talk to each other. Finnick and I. We don't even look at each other. He sits there and stares at the water, tying knots, and I read. Sometimes I draw. But most of the time I stare at the water too. In a way, the company is nice. I don't feel so odd sitting there alone when he's around. And his presence isn't imposing.

I drop my backpack in the grass, and sit cross-legged beside it. I pull a book out; I've been suffering through _Pride and Prejudice. _I hate it almost as much as I hate Mr. Darcy. But I hate leaving things unfinished even more, so I have no other choice but to read on until the end.

A shadow falls over me._ Is the sun setting already?_

"Hello Annie."

I look up. "Finnick?" _He knows your name. _There's something in his hand. A sketchbook. My sketchbook. "How did you get that," I ask.

"You left it here. Last Friday." He smiles crookedly. "I was going to give it to you at school—"

_But he doesn't want to be seen talking to you. _

"—but you always leave too early," he finishes. "And admittedly I forgot about it a few times."

"Oh." I take the offered book. "Thanks."

"You're quite talented." He sits beside me. He has his backpack too; _did he come here straight from school? Doesn't he have more important things to do? Why is he always here?_

I hug the sketchbook to my chest. "It takes practice. Lots of practice."

Finnick looks at the water. I place my sketchbook in my backpack and turn my attention back to Mr. Darcy.

Five minutes later, I realize I've been staring at the same page this entire time. I shut the book, stuff it in my backpack, and set my attention on the creek. The water reminds me of _something_. _It's pretty. _In the evening light, the water looks orange. _Maybe red. _For some reason, I find this funny, but I stifle my laughter.

"Why do you do that?" I ask. "With the knots I mean."

He shrugs, twirling the straps of his backpack around his finger. "I'm surprised you asked."

"Does no one else ask?"

"No one else notices," he says.

"Oh." _Filter, Annie. _Katniss tells me I have no filter anymore. That I always say whatever's on my mind_. _"I like the water. It's why I come here," I say. _Stupid. _I bite down on my tongue.

Finnick stops messing with the straps of his backpack and glances at me. "I remember you use to be on the swim team."

I nod once. Last year. "I'm not trying out this year."

"You should. You're the fastest swimmer in our school."

"Female swimmer." I manage a smile that's not too awkward.

"Maybe." His eyes fall on my backpack. "Would it be strange if I asked you to help me with something?"

A frown pulls down the corner of my lips. "A little weird, yeah. I don't know you."

"Well…you don't have to accept," he says. "Could you draw something for me?"

_Draw? _"Sure. What?"

Finnick leans toward me. "I want you to draw the most beautiful thing you've ever seen."

_What? _"…What?"

He grins. "Whatever you want. Use your imagination."

"Okay…how soon do you want it?"

"You can give it to me whenever you finish."

"Alright."

Finnick's grin widens. "Goodbye, Annie." He gets up and saunters away.

A quiet sigh escapes my lips. _Well, it never hurts to make another friend. _I've never gotten a request to draw anything before, so it's a bit strange, but also a bit flattering.

But I don't know what the most beautiful thing I've ever seen is.


	2. Chapter 2

**Two**

_Saturday afternoon_.

The smell of apples and cinnamon waft past my nose as I ring the doorbell. Prim flings open the door wearing a wide smile. "Annie!" She wraps her tiny arms around me.

"Katniss in?"

Prim lets go and nods. "She's in the living room."

I follow her inside, mumbling a greeting to her mother as I hurry past the kitchen. Katniss greets me with a grin. Three episodes in and two bowls of apple crisp later, we pause for a break.

"So…I don't know how to say this," I begin.

Katniss puts a warm hand on my shoulder and peers down at me with a worried expression on her face. "Just say it."

"It's nothing I serious," I say. "It's actually really stupid." _I probably shouldn't have said anything._

Katniss insists I tell her, so I explain to her that Finnick wants me to sketch something for him. She listens intently as I tell her about Our Spot beneath the bridge and our "secret meetings".

"What an asshole," Katniss says. "He never talks to you in school."

"Well…I've only be back for a week. When would he have gotten the chance to talk to me?"

She pouts. "I wouldn't help him if I were you." Her unspoken _screw him _echoes through my mind. Part of me thinks Katniss is still upset about the Madge Thing and I can scarcely blame her. I'm still upset too, _but…_a part of me wants to do this. _It's flattering_, I think, _that he thinks I'm talented enough to draw something for him._

"I'll think about it," I say.

"Sure you will."

Prim skips into the living room, wearing a grin that makes me envious. _She's always so chipper, _unlike Katniss.

* * *

><p>Monday arrives faster than I would have liked. <em>All Mondays too. It must be an unspoken law or something that weekend days go by faster than weekdays. <em>A sigh escapes my lips.

_This is boring. _

I had made up my mind to ask Finnick what he meant by _most beautiful thing I've ever seen_, but when I saw him in the hallways this morning, he immediately averted his eyes. No doubt a sign that I was pretend he didn't exist, _or vice versa._

My second week at school passes by slowly. All of the schoolwork I have to do continues to pile up like a small hill. The only thing I'm really looking forward too is visiting _My _Spot and enjoying some time alone, away from everyone else. Although Katniss is nice, I know she'd rather spend time with Peeta since the two of them have been hanging out during lunch more often than before.

The final bell on Friday rings and as usual I tell Katniss I'm busy, I have to eat dinner with my grandmother. _As usual _she says _okay how about tomorrow _and I say _I'll think about it. _But I make it to the bridge, sit my stuff on the grass, and pull out my sketchbook.

I had quite pointedly ignored the second presence at _My _Spot apparently for no reason as Finnick made his way over to me before I could decide whether I was going to fully ignore him, or only half-ignore him. Fully ignoring him would mean not even making eye contact with him; half-ignoring him just meant not responding to anything he says verbally.

"I haven't finished your drawing," I say before he can speak. _I haven't even started it honestly._

"That's alright." He stands rather awkwardly above me. "I wanted to apologize, actually."

"Apologize?"

"For ignoring you. At school."

"Oh."

"It's just…my girlfriend's the jealous kind. Easily annoyed."

"Glimmer?" I'd seen the two of them around, in the hallways sometimes, and in more private places as well. She was awfully pretty, so I'm not surprised she's with someone equally as good looking.

"Yep."

"You can sit down. It's more awkward for you to stand over me like that."

He sits, no too close to me, but closer than I feel his girlfriend would approve of.

"I accept your apology by the way," I say. "But only if you'll answer a question for me."

"Sure."

"Why…do you want me to draw something for you?"

A thoughtful expression falls over his face. Like he hadn't really considered it before himself. "No reason really, I just want something different."

"Different?"

He scratches his nose. "Do you repeat words out of habit?"

"Mhmm…sorry."

"No problem. A different perspective is what I'm looking for. Have you ever felt that way?"

"Not recently."

"You're not much of a talker."

"I talk fine around people I like," I reply. "Er…not that I dislike you. We don't know each other is all, but you seem nice."

Finnick nods. "Here." He extends his hands toward me. Something small and hard falls onto my lap.

"…What's this?"

"A small token of my gratitude." With a smile, he stands up and dusts the grass off the back of his jeans. "I'll see you around…Annie."

Finnick saunters away from me gracefully. _I think Katniss was right about his personality. _I lift his token off my leg. It's a small, blue coin. I can't tell what it's made out of, but on one side the letter A is carved onto it and on the other side is a picture of a mermaid with long hair.


End file.
